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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

hi guys! a lot of you probably know me as slashvevo here. i just decided to make a new account because after 
i came back from my hiatus, i was met with all those massive unfinished fics and i kind of freaked out 
because it was so confronting, so i just, clean slate. once more, i'd like to warn people that i may not update 
often but i'll try. i'll try my hardest and hopefully ill have the motivation because this story focuses on my all 
time favourite pairing, who you'll see later. i hope you enjoy! i appreciate all comments, feedback, etc. so yeah. 


you can find me on tumblr and wattpad under ‘ridethewah' too. 


He couldn't sleep. He couldn't sleep and it fucking pissed him off. 


With a sleepy yawn, the child-like boy clambered out of bed, mussing his corkscrew curls with slender, 


somewhat tanned fingers. 


He couldn't sleep because he'd been thinking about Cliff. He'd been thinking about Cliff and it had taken him a 


while to realise he had been crying. 


"0-0h.. F-Fucking.. Get it together Kirk." He muttered, his high voice breaking a litte, not only from tiredness, 
but from the pain in his heart. 


The guitarist took the time to glance around, trying to take in his surroundings. He could barely do it, his mind 
so fixated on the bassist and his death that he even felt himself trembling a little. 


The moment Cliff had died was still burned into Kirk's memory, and he felt sick He felt sick knowing that if he 
had just beaten the bassist when they drew cards.. Then maybe.. Maybe Cliff would still be alive. 


Maybe he'd be dead. But at least Cliff would be okay. 
"l want your bunk Kirk!" He'd exclaimed, and Kirk had just shrugged him off. 


‘Fine, take my bunk, HI sleep up front, its probably better up there anyway!" He'd responded, and that was his 
first mistake. 


It was probably the worst mistake the poor boy had ever made, in his eyes. 


"You're a fuck up" He muttered, moving to his fridge after navigating the halls of his house, before grabbing a 
beer. "You fucked up." He repeated, opening the bottle's top and raising the rim of it to his lips, moving back to 
sit on his bed once more as he sipped at the alcohol softly. 


A husky voice, laced with Danish wrenched him from his melancholy stupor. 


"You didn't do anything wrong Kirk." Lars mumbled, leaning over to wrap his arms around the guitarists waist, 


resting his forehead just above the small of his back. 


It may have looked funny to others, but really, Kirk just didn't want to be alone tonight. At all. The accident 
was still fresh in his memory and recently he'd been having really bad nightmares. He didn't want to look at a 
bus again, and Lars had offered to stay over. At first, he had been sleeping on the couch, but soon, that 
proved not enough for the half-Filipino male, and Lars had resigned to sleeping in the other's bed, just for 
comfort. It wasn't like they hadn't done it before. 


Sometimes you had to, when you stayed at hotels. Sometimes you just had to do that. No biggie. 
"l-I did though." Kirk mumbled, struggling to fight back new tears as he lifted the bottle to his lips again, and 
Lars breathed a soft sigh, deciding to sit up, wrapping his legs around the male as he sat behind him, and 


letting taped up fingers run through the older-by-one-year male's dark hair. 


"Kirk.. Please. It's late.. You're tired.. You're overthinking things.. And besides, you had no idea itd happen" Lars 
tried to reassure, and Kirk whimpered a litle, setting the beer on his end table and sighing softly. 


"What if | could've prevented it?" He asked quietly, and Lars hummed. 


"Well, hind-sight's an amazing thing, isn't it? Now.. Come on, Cliff doesn't blame you. I'm sure he's up there 
smoking his celestial bong and wishing you'd shut up and go to sleep." Lars mumbled, and Kirk erupted into 


giggles. 
"Fine, fine, I'll go to sleep." He told the drummer, and Lars hummed again, but this time, in content. 


He placed a soft kiss against the side of the guitarists neck, before he slowly pulled away from Kirk, and laid 
back down on his side of the bed 


Kirk sat there for a while, finishing the rest of his beer before he got up, walked around, and waited until he 
could go take a before-bed-piss, and then he climbed back into bed, sighing as he looked up at the ceiling, his 
body resting on its side, with his legs curled up, but that still didn't stop him from gazing at the plaster above 
him. 


"Thank you, for staying over so much Lars." Kirk mumbled, and Lars groaned a little in his weariness. 


"Its okay Kirk, really.. J-Just.. Stop worrying about stuff you can't control.. And go the fuck to sleep. It's like.. 


3 in the morning." 

Kirk laughed, before letting his eyes flutter shut. 

What was the plan now? 

Oh yeah, to meet with the new bassist. 

The new bassist. 

The new Cliff. 

Cliff's replacement. 

Kirk's jaw set in his mild bitterness and regret, before he thought of other things. 
Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. Maybe it'd be okay. 

Yeah. 


And as he felt Lars lean over to cuddle up to him, unintentionally whilst he slept, Kirk sighed, smiling slightly at 


the drummer's subconscious antics as he let sleep take him too, trying to keep his mind on nicer things. 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
hi everyone! i'm here with another update! i'm just trying to make sure all my facts are correct so i'm 
somewhat tip-toeing through this stuff but yeah, enjoy! <3 ps; sorry it's so short! i feel like even though i 


could write a really long chapter, it'll be easier to just write lots of short ones, easier for mentally, i mean 


They'd been holding auditions and nothing was working. No-one was clicking. It was futile. But they needed a new 
bassist. It was imperative they had one so they could go back on tour and perform for all of fans of their 
band, and of Master of Puppets 

But just, no-one was working, at all. 


Until.. 


He walked in, dressed in a Metallica shirt and black skinny jeans, bass in hand. His brown hair hung in curls, and 


was very large, really. It looked very fluffy, and it hung just a little over his face, like a kind of.. Shield. 
Kirk's eyes lingered on the male, as he surveyed him. 


He couldn't be that much taller than Kirk himself, really. The stranger was a little goofy looking, with his set 


jaw, and eyes squinted a little in a way reminiscent of the way someone would be glancing at the sun 
"Jason Newsted, isn't it?" He asked, glancing at his sheet. The mood within the group was tense as they 
watched the man auditioning plug his bass into the exact same amp Cliff had used. His amp. In had only been 


around 2 weeks since they had spread the bassist's ashes. They were all currently rather inebriated, 


Lars had decided the Flotsam and Jetsam guy should go last, since he already had, ‘relatively well known bana! 


experience. 
Quietly, the male nodded, and Lars licked his lips in thought. 

"Okay, Jason" Lars finished. He was the spokesman for Metallica, all the time. "What do you know how to play?" 
"Oh, a-a lot" Jason muttered bashfully, rubbing the back of his neck. Kirk grinned at his antics. 

eR 


The audition went without a hitch and just.. The click was there. There was that spark, and James, Lars and 


Kirk all knew that Jason was the one. He was the one who was going to join their band. Join their clusterfuck 


and be prepared for the aftermath of ‘replacing Cliff. 

When Jason found out he was a part of the band, it was.. Cute, to say the least. He sat at a table at the place 
they'd decided to meet and done this little howl thing. This little, ‘woohoo!’ and Kirk and Lars especially thought 
it was pretty adorable, to be honest. 

Kirk found his eyes wandering over to Jason. He wanted to say hello. Just, offer his friendship to the new 
bassist, even though there was this part of him that disliked the fact that this kind of set in stone, that Cliff 
was gone. He opened his mouth to speak, but just before he could say anything, James cut in 


"Hey Newkid!" He called out. Already with the nicknames James? 


Jason turned to face James, and any hope poor Kirk had of speaking to the new bassist was snatched from his 
grasp. 


It happened a lot. Every time he tried to speak, he'd be interrupted by someone, 
It was okay though, he was used to it. 


For now he'd just resign to watching everyone talking to the new member of the band, and he sat, slumped 


against the table and tapping tanned fingers along the bottle in front of his face. 

"Hey... Kirk," Jason started, and Kirk's eyes raised up to meet the new bassist's. 

"Hmm?" 

"You okay man? | just -- l'm just.. Thank you so much, really, for giving me a chance.. B-But, you okay?" 

Kirk sat up, staring at Jason for a moment, wetting cracked lips before shrugging. 

"0-0h, yeah," He mumbled, his voice wavering a little, most likely due to the fact he hadn't been able to use it 
for like, 20 minutes. "l'm fine, a-and, it's not problem man, welcome to the team!" He exclaimed, smiling happily 
at Jason, causing the other to return it gleefully. 

They all continued drinking well into the night, and Jason was soon discovered to be quite the lightweight. He sat 
there, giggling and laughing at everything, and finally, James stepped out with a plate of what looked to be mint 
ice-cream. 

"Here we go Newkid! We got you some ice-cream as a kind of.. Welcome gift to our band" He told the bassist 
with a smile that didn't seem quite right, and Lars sat there giggling, nudging Kirk, and Kirk smiled too. He didn't 


particularly know what was going on, but he knew something wasn't quite right. It was James and Lars for 


fuck's sake. 


So James set the bowl down in front of Jason, and the bassist excitedly picked it up, taking the spoon supplied 
with it too, and taking a rather sizable scoop. 


"T-Thanks guys!" The drunken male laughed, before wrapping his lips around the spoon. 


It took a few seconds to kick in, but suddenly, his face turned a bright, tomato red, his eyes watering and it 


almost looked like he was crying. 

He spat whatever ice-cream was left in his mouth, panting and gasping. 

"Th-That's not ice-cream a-at alll" He yelled, standing up and looking for water as James and Lars erupted into 
laughter. It was pretty funny, to be honest, and Kirk was laughing too, not nearly as much as the other two, 


but still enough for it to come off as rude to Jason, but it's not like he was concentrating. 


He was almost screaming, other patrons all staring at him as he practically ran around, picking up people's 


beers, water, whatever. 

It took what seemed like an age and half for his palette to return to normal, and he sat there, blubbering and 
whimpering as he stared at the ice-cream with such a fearful hatred, that Kirk was starting to feel a little 
bad for the bassist. 


"Aw," Lars started, wrapping his arms around Jason. "H's okay. But wasn't it funny? Come on, think about it. It 


was hilarious!" He exclaimed, and Jason pursed his lips a little. 
"Y-Yeah!" He mumbled, trying to make light the situation. "l-I guess it was!" 


Kirk rested his head against Lars' shoulder as James moved to sit on the other side of Jason, and the lead 
guitarist breathed a sigh. 


"You okay though Jase?" Kirk asked timidly, not looking at him as he concentrated on the feeling of Lars' hand 
massaging his scalp when the Dane decided to run his fingers through the other's hair. 


"Y-Yeah Kirk! I'm fine!" Jason replied, offering him a rather unconvincing smile. 


"See, he's fine!" James repeated, slapping the newbie on the back. "You're tough, ain'ticha Jase?" He stated, and 
the new member tentatively nodded. 


"Yep! Definitely! I'm so tough! l-l'm in Metallica now! Gotta be tough!" 
Kirk frowned just slightly. 


He had a feeling this was only the tip of the iceberg. 


He just had no idea how far his role in the tipping would go. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
sorry this is so late, im so tired too so super short, sorry! 


Japan was a blast. From the pop culture to the music, art, and the food, as well as the geological and scenic 
aspects of it, it was just amazing, and as Metallica embarked to finish their tour with the newly appointed 
bassist, Jason Newsted, Kirk couldn't help but be entranced. 


The country seemingly had everything he could want. He loved being able to indulge and appreciate his 
favourite mangas and comics, as well as his love for all things horror, in the pop culture capital of Asia, if not, 


the world. 


Excitedly, the curly haired lead guitarist ran at a pace resembling a gallop, down the racks of comics that lined 
the shelves. Immediately, he picked up a handful of Dragonball mangas, and flipped through them in a state of 
cheeriness only topped by the sight of the cute Japanese girls that said they loved his hair, and sat swooning 


over him, saying he was ‘so cute’, in their broken English. 


"Jason!" He squealed, beckoning the other over and giggling happily. "Look!" He then exclaimed, thrusting the 
handful of books in the bassist's face. 


"0-Oh! Neat!" Jason replied, smiling in his own dorky way as he looked at what Kirk had passed him, then 
glancing to find the curly haired guitarist running down the halls again, before hearing him erupt into laughter. 


"What is it Kirk?" Jason asked, and Kirk tried to contain the giggles leaving at him, pursing his lips but 
ultimately being unable to restrain himself. 


"What'd'ya find?" He asked, walking down and around the corner to see where Kirk had ended up, and he blushed 
a little. 


He was standing facing a row of shonen manga, with even figure models of different popular anime females 


lining the shelves. 


"Kirk!" He exclaimed, watching the guitarists gleeful laughs. "You're awfull" Jason laughed, shaking his head, and 
the child-like boy shrugged. 


"Come on, it's great!" He teased, as he flipped through one of the ecchi mangas, pausing at a page and 
mumbling, "Oh man, look how hot she is!" 


Jason laughed, but edged away as he watched the male reading the pornographic article. 


"Hey, whatever you're into." Jason murmured in reply, and Kirk grinned. 
"So, where are James and Lars?" Kirk asked, and the bassist gave a shrug of his own 


"Getting some food. Or maybe chatting up more of those Japanese chicks. | saw Lars checking a few of them 


out" Jason told the other, and Kirk stuck his tongue out a little. 


"Fucking pervert He sighed. "Buuu---uuut... | don't blame him. They're fuckin’ hot!" The small male exclaimed, 


and Jason shook his head inbetween his laughs. 


The two went and made a large purchase of several tame pieces, but Kirk of course had gotten a few not-so- 


tame pieces too. 


They then walked outside, glancing around and looking for the two other band members, and locating them, they 


all continued walking down the streets, glancing around and sighing as they took in the scenery. 


Kirk found his eyes wandering across his band members, and when Jason caught his eyes and smiled nervously, 


Kirk did too, his toothy grin causing the bassist to blush. 

Could you blame him though? 

Jason watched the others, looking up at James with such admiration it looked like he was going to melt any 
second, and Kirk noticed this, and the guitarist giggled, moving inbetween Lars and the frontman and nudging 


the blonde softly. 


"You've got an admirer Jamie." Kirk trailed off, and the man looked around for the chick, only to find his 


electric blue eyes connecting with Jason's icey ones. 
"What'cha lookin’ at Newkid?" James asked, and Jason shrugged, quickly looking away. 
"Nothing." 


Strangely enough, James found the slightest of blushes creep over his cheeks, before looking down as Kirk 


moved to walk with Jason again, and he resumed his conversation with his Danish drummer. 


They walked for some time until the band got back to their hotel, and they all walked into their individual 


rooms. 


Kirk was immediately on the phone to his partner at the time, Rebecca, and they spoke for a while, the 
guitarist giggling and laughing before taking on a more serious tore, telling her about the touring, about what 


had happened recently.. 


Jason, Lars and James all busted through his room, making themselves comfortable and talking loudly, and as 
Jason passed by Kirk, he grinned, and the curly haired lead guitarist bowed his head, taking small glances at the 
bassist from under his little forehead curls as he spoke to his partner, grinning shyly as a blush spread 
across his cheeks, seemingly at something Rebecca had said. 

Jason moved to Kirk's mini-bar, sliding across two beers, one for him and one for the guitarist himself, before 
scrawling down something on the tab book, digging into the back of his pants and grabbing his wallet, and then 
slapping down a I0 dollar bill for the pricey bottle of alcohol. 


Kirk noticed this. James and Lars wouldn't have done that. They would've taken his shit and left, but no, Jason 


was considerate. It was nice. 

"Oh, okay Becs, I'll call you later?" Kirk mumbled, still watching Jason as he sat across from him and waved. 
Kirk waved back. 

"0-Okay, | love you.. | miss you too.. B-Bye." 

And with that, he hung up. 

"So how is she?" Jason asked, and Kirk laughed. 

He didn't even know Rebecca. 

"Good, good. Thanks for asking." He told the bassist, and Jason grinned. 


"Hey, will you two stop it? We're trying to watch the game!" James exclaimed, and Kirk stuck his tongue out at 
him, but mainly at Lars, who flipped the bassist and guitarist the bird. 


Jason and Kirk looked at each other again as they laughed at the frontman and drummer. 


They grinned, and as the two looked away from one another, they tried to fight back one more blush that 


found it's way onto their cheeks. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 

hey guys! sorry for the late update. i just got off school and well, i'm trying to unwind, whilst also updating a 
story i'm doing on wattpad. i've actually been debating whether to post it's predecessor and it here. they're 
both original character fan-fictions but they feature metallica too, if that makes sense, but the second one is 
really kinda confronting and idk if people would be okay with me and that story without judgin’. but yeah, let me 
know what you think! i don't get any feedback on wattpad so maybe it's worth posting it here too? but yeah, i 
only will if people are up for it. 


It seemed like the honeymoon had ended for Jason already. The bullying had gotten worse. First it was the 
wasabi, then it was other stuff. The Garage Days Re-Revisited EP had him listed as Master J Newkid, but 
they were just horrid. 


Lars was the nicest out of all of them, and James and Kirk seemed to get some sick pleasure out of making 


fun of him. 

One time, Jason had been asleep in his hotel room, and suddenly Kirk, Lars and James busted through his door, 
trashed his room and through his shirts and cassettes and all his valuables out the window, shouting that he 
should come drinking with them. 

After they trashed the place, they left, chanting ‘Welcome to Metallical', and then, he had to pay for it all, 


That.. Had hurt. 


He'd had his stuff thrown onto the road and crushed at one point, and the guys had everything billed to Jason 
so that he would have to pay for it. 


The abuse he suffered doing what he loved with the guys he idolised was something momentous and something 


rather scarring. 

He had this mental picture in his head. 

He knew it'd be tough, but he didn't know to what extent. 

Lars was a little kinder, since before Cliff had passed, he and the bassist hadn't been particularly close, but 
Kirk and James were more protective of the other's stance, and didn't want Jason taking over. They had barely 


gotten to mourn. 


However, Jason just couldn't comprehend the utter cruelty he was enduring, but he shut up and dealt with it. 


That was all he could do. 


Kirk on the other hand, subconsciously felt awful about it all. Sure, he fucking missed Cliff and he was bitter 
about Jason replacing him, but, he wasn't a mean person. He just.. He was the most feminine out of the band, 


and they were currently one of the biggest heavy metal bands in the world, and they'd only get bigger. 

How was he expected to survive when his frontman was - while at the moment, he was relatively beardless 
and still pretty young looking - masculine, and his drummer, whilst sporting feminine looks, still had defined, 
muscular arms, and a reputation for wooing the ladies. 

Girls liked Kirk because he was cute. 

That was basically it. 

That was probably the reason Rebecca was with him, but he didn't know for sure. 

He was an extremely insecure person, and it was evident in videos all over, every time he smiled. 


One wonky toothed smile would soon be halted and he'd look away nervously. 


Every time he spoke he stuttered (which couldn't be helped) but it was somewhat nervous, and rather shy, as 


if he was ashamed of how high his voice was in comparison to his band mates. 


Kirk was skinny and lanky and feminine in many ways and it didn't help that he was questioning certain aspects 


of himself every second of every day. 


Maybe he just bullied Jason to seem tougher.. Maybe it was just to build up a false sense of masculinity.. 


Maybe it was to hide some growing internal feeling.. 


Every time he looked at Jason he felt awful, he felt horrible for putting the bassist through what he had and 


he just wanted to apologise over and over and over. 


He tried to find his opportunities, but he just couldn't, and so Kirk resigned himself to continuing on with the 


bullying, and feeling worse and worse every day. 


On the days that Kirk and Jason weren't playing ‘bully and victim’, they sat and talked blissfully, laughing at 
each other's jokes, slinging arms around each other, doing interviews and both of them mumbled shyly. 
Sometimes, when Kirk was struggling to answer a question, and was a mess of stutters and nervous blushing, 


Jason would swoop in and save the day, and that was something the guitarist was very glad for. 


"So, Kirk.. About.. The other day.. With the.." Jason started, and Kirk thought he was referencing something 


James, Lars and him had done to the male earlier, so interrupted the bassist. 


"Listen, Jason. l-l'm sorry, really. l-l.. l-I don't like d-doing this, ! promise. | just.. I'm sorry." He mumbled, and 
Jason cocked his head to the side. 


"What? No! | was talking about.. The bass tracks, I'm tossing about, for the solos and stuff? Do you like them?" 
Jason asked, and Kirk blushed bashfully, embarrassed by his stumble. 


‘0-Oh! Okay! Y-Yeah, Jason, | loved them!" Kirk exclaimed, beaming with his little crooked toothed smile, and 
Jason laughed, blushing as he saw the sight. Kirk was so cute. It was hard not to blush. 


"Ah! Thank you, really, means a lot to me man" Jason told the other, and Kirk inclined his head, hiding under a 


curtain of wavy black curls. 


There was a span of silence before anyone spoke again, and in that silence, Kirk took the time to look over 


Jason's features once more. 
He was dorky, and what could be described as ‘ugly cute’, but in Kirk's opinion, he himself was just ‘ugly’. 
Jason, however, whilst being ‘ugly cute’, still held an appeal to the guitarist, but he didn't know how. 


He blushed every time the man laughed at one of his jokes, and Jason blushed every time Kirk complimented 
him. It was strange. 


Kirk blushed around a lot of guys, but he would never tell Rebecca that. No way. 


He was starting to wonder about his own sexuality but like, that wasn't really important, right? He had a 


partner, who was female, but still. 

"So, Jason, w-what are you doing on Saturday?" Kirk asked, smiling, and the bassist shrugged. 
"Not much, why man?" 

Kirk hummed. 


"| was wondering if you wanted to hang out with me. | have lots of comics and horror movies if you wanted to 


watch them with me.. | don't know." He started, rubbing the back of his neck sheepishly, and Jason grinned. 
Finally, being nice for a change, rather than making a fool out of him. 

"You know what Kirk?" Jason began, and Kirk looked to him, hopefully. "I'd fuckin’ love to hang out with you, 
really. We don't do it enough dude." He told the guitarist, and Kirk grinned from ear to ear, resting his head up 


against the younger -by-one-year's side. 


"Yes! Thank you!" Kirk exclaimed, before sighing. "I'm going to be bored, and James and Lars are doing God- 


knows-what, Becca's going to be busy so.. Yeah, | asked you." 
Jason rolled his eyes and laughed. 
"So I'm the backup friend?" He asked, not that it would surprise him if he was. 


"What? No!" Kirk shouted, voice wavering, and Jason stared at him, taken aback. "| mean. O-Of course not. | 


just.. | want to hang out with you. To apologise." Kirk sighed, and the dyed-brunette looked at him, shocked. 
"Well, okay, sure thing Kirk! I'll be there!" Jason offered after some time, and Kirk breathed a sigh of relief. 
He had no idea why, but he just had to see Jason. 


He just had to. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
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ltd been 2 years since Jason Newsted had joined the band, and that year was spent hazing him, badly. They 
were horrible, but Lars was still the nicest one out of the lot, surprisingly. Kirk just felt like he had to make 
up for what masculinity James shredded with his impersonations of the guitarist. Those high-pitched, 
stuttering squeaks that the frontman emitted sometimes after Kirk spoke made the insecure, eldest member 


of the band dip his head in shame, and kick the dust beneath his feet. 

Jason felt for him, even after all the torment he endured, and though he laughed at James’ joke (the 
impersonation was pretty funny, considering it was James with his deep voice and all) he truly felt for Kirk, 
and one day, he sat beside the guitarist when he was having one of his little mopey, insecurity driven days, 
and Jason sighed. 

"How've you been Kirk?" He asked, and the timid boy shrugged. 

"Okay, | guess.. W-What about you?" He asked in reply, and Jason too, shrugged. 

“Alright, all things considering." 

Kirk let out a small laugh. Yeah, all things considering, like how much he fucking bullied the bassist and all. 
"Look, Kirk, | know | laugh and all, but what James does, mocking the fact your voice is high and you're not as 
macho as him, even as macho as fuckin’ Lars and that's sayin’ something.. lts not your fault." The male from 


Battle Creek sighed, and Kirk bit his lip. 


"Who said | was even upset about that, huh?" Kirk questioned, and Jason shook his head, darting his blue eyes 


to a crack on the floor in front of them, before he spoke again 

‘Its there, plain and simple. Look, | know about insecurities, trust me. You guys are.. My idols.. lim so.. l'm so 
scared, Kirk, | don't show it, but | am. And | wasn't the greatest looking kid when | was in high school.” He told 
the other, and Kirk laughed. 


"Definitely not as good looking as you are now." He joked, and Jason rolled his eyes. 


"| feel attacked. But really, | was this nerdy, skinny little ginger kid with a bowl cut and glasses, and | mean, | 


got laid in the back of a car when | was 15, but I'm pretty sure the chick just felt sorry for me." He snickered, 


and Kirk raised a brow. 

"Skinny kid with glasses?" 

"Ginger, and with a bowl cut." 

Kirk ignored that. 

| was a skinny kid with glasses too. | showed Lars and James a picture of me from my yearbook and James 
steps back and goes, ‘Who's the little Asian girl... | didn't know whether to laugh or feel mildly offended." Kirk 


squeaked, and Jason laughed. 


"Fuck, you're gonna have to show me. We can trade high school photos. Fuck, that'd be funny." Jason said with 
a grin, and Kirk nodded. 


"Definitely. Yeah, we'll definitely have to do that" The guitarist agreed, before the two let out a soft sigh each. 
"But yeah," Jason restarted. "You can't help the fact you're not as genetically macho as those guys. To be 
honest." He trailed off, "I think it suits you really well.. | guess, if that makes sense... I'm glad you're not like 


them..." He mumbled, and Kirk felt the faintest of blushes make its way across his cheeks. 


"0-Oh, w-well, thanks Jason.." Kirk whispered, and Jason looked at the ceiling now, suddenly interested in that a 


lot more than he was before as he murmured an, ‘It's okay’, in reply, and there was silence. 


James and Lars burst into the room, all worked up and no doubt ready to tell the two some news, when they 


saw the awkward little silence that Jason and Kirk were having. 
"Hey, did we walk in on anything?" James asked nervously. 


"Any gay sex going on in here?" Lars laughed, and James hit him, looking visibly uncomfortable as both Jason 


and Kirk blushed. 

James had never really taken kindly to that stuff. 

"W-What's with you and gay sex Lars?" Kirk asked as he stood up, nudging the drummer softly and placing a 
kiss against his cheek, dragging lips to the corner of the Dane's mouth, right in front of James and Jason as 
he whispered, "You interested?" 


Lars was stock still, blushing madly before Kirk erupted into giggles. 


"Fuckin... l'm just playin’ with ya man!" He squealed, before dropping his voice again. "I can play with you more 
personally if you like." And as James shuffled around awkwardly and Jason laughed too, (albeit a little 


halfheartedly) Kirk doubled over Lars, giggling, before the Dane finally joined in too, placing a little kiss against 
the guitarists cheek too. 


"Can you guys cut that out? We don't wanna see it! Do we Jason?" James asked, and after a slow few seconds, 


Jason abruptly shook his head. 


"No sir. No siree we do not wanna see that shit" He quickly answered, desperate to make the frontman and his 


absolute idol happy. 
Kirk sighed. 
"Man, come on James, it was just a joke." 


| don't.. Don't joke about it. l'm starting to get suspicions about you Kirk" James sighed, pinching the bridge of 
his nose, and the guitarist shrugged. 


"What's there to be suspicious about? I'm not gay." 
"All the crotch grabbing and kissing shows different." James mumbled quietly. 


"Well, I'm not fucking gay!" Kirk repeated, louder than before and slightly more aggressively (as aggressive as 
Kirk could be), storming past Lars and Jason, who was now beside James, and out the door. 


eR 


"Kirk, come on! We have a show to play!" James called out, banging his fist hard against the door, but Kirk 
wasn't answering To anyone. 


"Kirk! If you don't fucking come out right now, I'm tearing this door down with my own two hands and 
strangling you by your scrawny fucking neck!" The frontman yelled, and not long after, there was a shuffling at 
the door. 


Kirk opened it, staring at James with a truly bored, weary expression, and in the most monotonous voice you 
could imagine Kirk to have, he muttered, ‘Choke me Daddy’, and pushed past the stunned and mildly disgusted 


guitarist. Kirk was, of course, above such immature responses, but he.. 


„He wasn't having it anymore. He was sick of having to fake being this macho, masculine fucking jerk, when he 
really just.. He was in this band to play music. Not to be a fucking lumberjack. Not to be a womanizing Danish 
fuck. He was just Kirk. He played guitar. He just happened to be really fucking good at it. That was all that was 
too it. It didn't matter that he was scrawny, and his limbs were as long as a new born giraffe's, and he looked 
off balance, and that his teeth were wonky, and his voice so high that the only comments he got were either, 
‘faggot’, or ‘oh gosh! he's adorable!’ That didn't matter at all. What mattered that he could fucking play his 

instrument, he could play better than James, and fuck, without Kirk James would be screwed. He needed Kirk. 


Just like they all needed Jason. 
Jason.. 


They got onstage to the thousands of screaming fans, rocking out to Master of Puppets songs and throwing a 
little Kill Em All, and Ride the Lightning in there too, and the only person Kirk seemed to stare at, and really 


focus on, not just glance at, was Jason. 
He didn't know why. He just.. 
Jason looked so immersed. He was taken by the music and the music had him under her hold. In her grip. 


Jason gave his heart and soul to his music and that was something Kirk greatly respected. Jason was 
seriously, a real, genuine musician, and people cut him too much slack. He didn't mean to be Cliff's replacement. 
That was just unfortunate. So what that he played bass with a pick? Sure, Cliff's finger picking was a fucking 
talent and it gave out a sound that only Cliff could replicate, but Jason's picking style was totally different. 
They were two totally different bassists and Kirk could admire Jason's technique. He could play bass faster, He 
could play notes clearer. Kirk didn't get why people threw a bitch fit the moment they saw that little rounded 


triangle bit of plastic between Jason's fingers. 


Beneath the stage during Jason's bass solo, James and Lars were busy being sucked off, to be honest. A girl 
had come to help out with Kirk, but he had, surprisingly, pushed her away. 


He was watching the screen, watching Jason out there being filmed, admiring the way he played bass. Just 
taking it in. Kirk lived for the music, and so did Jason. There was just something about it, the raw passion, and 
when Kirk finally blocked out the sounds of Lars and James grunting and groaning and telling the girls to ‘Keep 
going baby. Suck it', he could finally appreciate the music even better. 


Jason was.. 
He looked amazing out there. 


He looked so amazing and soon Kirk found himself blushing, watching the way that the bassist's fingers ran up 
and down the instrument, holding the neck with an iron grip but still managing to caress it as softly as he 
would a lover.. The way he held himself, the way that his face, not so much dictated by the dreaded ‘bass 
face’, was receptive to the sounds he made, and when he hit a string of notes that seemed to resonate within 
his core, Jason threw his head back, his eyelids fluttering shut as his mouth parted, and it was almost 
orgasmic. Kirk knew a thing or two about that feeling when playing your instrument. There were just times, 
playing a riff where he would just hit those perfect notes that seemed to play in his soul, and he couldn't hold 


himself anymore. You became one with the music. It was hard to explain 


Kirk was only wrenched from his stupor when he found a girl rubbing at his crotch through his jeans, and he 


looked down, seeing he was noticeably hard. Before he had a time to work out ‘when, the girl answered for him. 


"You had a problem, so | wanted to know if | could fix it Kirk." She mumbled, oh-so innocently, and Kirk blushed 
vividly as he realised his little ‘issue’ wasn't brought on by the girl at all 


It was something else. 


"U-U-Um.. N-No, l'm okay.. Th-Thank you though." He stuttered in between a shy little moan, and James 


opened an eye, staring at him in confusion before pausing to moan a litte. 


"We have like, 3 minutes left -- oh, fuck.. yeah.. Keep doin’ that --, come on Kirk. Let her at least give you a 
handjob." 


The girl sat on her knees, pouting, but Kirk wouldn't give in. He didn't know why. Normally he would, but he 
just.. Despite the fact he was feeling it, really feeling it, he just wasn't.. Feeling it, and so when the rest of 
Metallica had to go back onstage, he played the rest of the night with a killer boner rubbing up against his 
guitar, but honestly, his thoughts were plagued by something else that just seemed to be making it worse.. 


